308                      EDQAR ALLAN POE.
Poe was not to remain long in this forlorn condition. He had indulged for some years one of his silent ideal adorations for Mrs, Sarah Helen "Whitman, a poetess of Providence, Rhode Island, to whom he had "been attracted by a verbal description of her eccentricities and sorrows. Of this ideal passion no words except his own can convey an adequate idea, although it must be premised that the following passages were not written until after he had met the lady.
' (( She [his informant] had referred to thoughts, sentiments, traitaj moods, -which, ,1 'knew to be my own, but which, until that moment, I' had believed to'ibe my- own solely—unshared by any human being1, 2^ profound sympathy took immediate possession of my soul. 1 ifitin-not better explain to yon what I felt than by saying thiVfc your unknown heart seemed to pass into my bosom — there to dwell forever — while mine, I thought, was translated into your own. From that hour I loved you. Since that period I have never seen nor heard your name without a shiver, half of delight, half of anxiety. — The impression left upon my mind was that you were still a wife, and it is only within the last few months that I have been undeceived in this respect. For this reason X shunned your presence and even the city in -which you You may remember that once when I passed Providence with Mrs. Osgood I positively re-to accompany her to your house, and even pro-'a quarrel by the obstinacy anil seeming 8ff of my refusal. I dared neither go nor $,«#!* oft. I dared not apeak of you —ain, for your sake. I will try to overcome my grief for the sake of your unselfish care of me in the past, and in life or death, I am ever yours gratefully and devotedly,
